MOONBEAM   ALLEY

went limp. She looked old and tired. A forlorn and
dropping figure swayed before me.

"He'll be weeping over his lost money, out there. May
even go to the police-station and tell them we've stolen
it. To-morrow he'll be here again. But he won't get me,
no, that he won't. I'll give myself to anyone who offers,
but never to him."

She stepped up to the bar and gulped down a glass of
neat brandy. The wickedness still glinted in her eyes but
it was misty now as if shining from behind a veil of tears.
My gorge rose as I looked at her, so that I could find no
compassion in my heart.

"Good evening," I said as I took my leave.

"Bon soir," answered the hostess, without a glance in
my direction.

Shrill and mocking laughter followed me into the
street.

As I stepped forth into the alley, it seemed to me
darker than ever, closed in by the starless sky and the
night; but soon the pale moon shone down again, bring-
ing me infinite alleviation. I took a deep breath, and the
horror left me. Now I could once more relish the
amazing tangle of human destinies; and a feeling of
beatitude, akin to tears, filled me at the thought that
behind every window fate was wailing, that at the open-
ing of every door an experience was ready for the
taking, that the multitudinous happenings of this world
are ever present for those who choose to observe them,
that even the foulest hovel is bursting with newly
generated life like dung filled with the larvae that will
become shining beetles. The unsavoury encounter was
no longer repulsive to me. On the contrary, the suspense
it had produced in my mind now relaxed into an agree-
able sensation of lassitude, and my sole desire was to
convert my adventure into beautiful dreams. I cast a